TRULY, a marvellous play could be written after the pattern
of Grand Hotel, about the characters to be found in the
hostels on the south coast of England during those days of
war* Members of all the services came in at all times and
in all sorts of dress. Many of them were straight from the
invasion front. Tired, dirty, hungry, thirsty, the men lined
up at the desk, asking for beds and baths. The invariable
reply was : "Sorry. No rooms."

But though there were no rooms, and never a sufficient
number of beds for the war weary, by some sort of juggling
process that borders on the miraculous, places were made for
the newcomers. War had turned the old Box and Cox
situation, which was the basis of so many farces, into an
everyday reality. One man dragged himself, yawning, out of
bed to make place for another whose only claim was that he
was, if possible, even wearier than the earlier comer.

The bar opened at twelve noon. By one-thirty the stock
on the shelves was completely sold out. Arid still the men
kept coming, pathetically hopeful of rest and refreshment.
The hotel lobby was strewn with duffel bags and other
gear, which everyone stumbled over. The swing doors
revolved ceaselessly.

At all hours of the day and night a queue waited with
varying degrees of patience before the door marked Bath.
Standing in line, waiting my turn at the tub, I thought; It's
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